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way that, while doing what I know to be justice to my
friend, it contains not a word that ought to be objec-
tionable to any set of readers. If the public of the North
see fit to ostracize me for this, I can only say that I
would gladly sacrifice a thousand or two of dollars
rather than retain the good-will of such a herd of dolts
and mean-spirited scoundrels. I enclose the rewritten
paragraph, and shall wish to see a proof of that and the
whole dedication. . . .              Your friend,

Nathl Hawthorne.

In the years before his death Hawthorne was desper-
ately trying to write a novel about a man who discov-
ered the secret of eternal life. He had started it in 1861
and laid it aside after completing an unsatisfactory first
draft. In 1863 he found what he thought was the right
framework for the story and began working on a book
that he tentatively called "The Dolliver Romance."
Much against his custom, but with his English savings
nearly exhausted, he agreed to publish the novel
serially in the Atlantic Monthly, which Fields was then
editing. The first instalment, ready for publication in
January 1864, was written in his happiest style; but by
that time Hawthorne's health had become so frail
that he couldn't go on with his work. The malady from
which he suffered seemed mysterious to his family;
one doctor with whom I discussed his recorded symp-
toms guessed that he suffered from a stomach ulcer
which had turned malignant. Hawthorne himself knew
that the end was near when he wrote to Fields two
months before he died:

Concord, Feb. 25th, '64
DEAR FIELDS,

I hardly know what to say to the public about this
abortive Romance, though I know pretty well what the
case will be. I shall never finish it. Yet it is not quite